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not fer a munf or tew. Cawn't tell, reelly."

It is now some years since I saw what has always
seemed to be the queerest stock-in-trade of any mer-
chant, even for Caledonian Market. He was a tall,
shambling, melancholy fellow, a vague ruin of a man,
and he stood beside an immense map, about six feet
square. He had nothing else for sale but this map.
It was not recent enough to be of any service, this
map, and not old enough to be of any interest. It was
a completely useless map, and even though this world
is crowded with people mad enough to buy anything,
you could not imagine that anybody would ever buy
that map. There was nothing in the attitude of the
owner to suggest that he himself dissented from this
opinion. He was obviously a man who did not believe
in miracles, but nevertheless was waiting for one to
happen. And I think it will be agreed that there is
only one country that could possibly be the subject
of that forlorn monster of a map. Yes, it was Ireland.
The last time I was up there I noticed a number of
cards in a basket. At first these cards looked as if
they were crowded with bone buttons, but as there
seemed to be something peculiar about these buttons,
I bent down to examine. They were false teeth. In
the Caledonian Market you can now buy false teeth
by the card, and it is high time most of the stall-
holders, whose remaining blackened stumps wreck all
their sibilants, tried a few cards. But the favourite
merchandise is still the rubber heel. You pass thou-
sands and thousands of rubber heels, though nobody